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TWO POEMS 

BY JOSEPH PLUNKETT 

I 

Her hair's the canopy of heaven, 
Her eyes the pools of healing are, 
Her words wild prophecies whose seven 
Thunders resound from star to star. 

Her hands and feet are jewels fine 
Wrought for the edifice of all grace, 
Her breath inebriates like wine- 
The blinding beauty of her face 

Is lovelier than the primal light 
And holds her lover's pride apart 
To tame the lions of the night 
That range the wilderness of his heart. 
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THE IRISH REVIEW 

II 

I do not know how you can shun 
His sight who sees himself a clod, 
Whose blindness still out-stares the sun 
And gazes on the hidden God. 

I do not know how you can hate 
A heart so set about with fire, 
A soul so linked with heavy fate 
And broken with unknown desire. 

I see your eyes with glory blaze 
And splendour bind your dusky hair, 
And ever through the nights and adays 
My soul must struggle with despair; 

Your beauty must forever be 

My cloud of anguish, and your breath 
Raise sorrow like the surging sea 
Around the windy wastes of death. 
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